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Like It Wet 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up, although | wish | hadn\'t. I\'m sick like that. :P 


Slowly, almost tentatively Axl caught the zipper of Slash's skin-tight leather pants in-between his index-finger 
and thumb, tugging it all the way down. As the guitarist hadn't bothered wearing underwear, his cock sprung 
out immediately, bouncing up and twitching, a few droplets of white pre-cum dripping from the head and down 
onto Axl's nude, flat abs. The singer heard him swallow audibly. 


Axl teasingly put his index-finger against Slash's navel, sliding it down the thin trail of hair to the guitarists 
throbbing shaft. He watched the younger man's eyes close harshly and felt his hips buck upwards as he ran 
the finger up his cock to the head, the singer swirling his fingertip briefly across the slit, smearing the cum 
only to bring his hand up to his mouth. 


‘Watch me; said Axl, and Slash's eyes slid halfway open to study how the redhead licked his finger clean, 


sucking the tip while never once breaking the captivated chocolate gaze of his lover. 


When he was done, the older man leaned in to kiss Slash, nibbling his lower lip with his sharp teeth, kisses 
traveling down the guitarists coffee-coloured jaw to his ear, then his neck. Hot breath against the sensitive 
skin made Slash shudder, and Axl's wet tongue, teeth and lips intent on giving him a hickie made him gasp; a low 


moan at the back of his throat. 


The redhead once again let his hand slide down Slash's body; his chest to flick the nipples briefly, his stomach 
to feel the hard planes, and lastly taking the darker man's hot, aching cock in his palm. Slash choked on air, 
clenching his jaw, sucking in a deep breath through his open mouth and gritted teeth. He leaned in further, his 
knees digging into the leather of the couch beneath them, one hand on each side of Axl's head, fingers splayed 
with red gold strands of hair caught in-between them. 


The singer gave his cock a few slow, lazy, loose strokes. Slash hissed at him to go faster, and Axl complied 
almost immediately, wrapping his fingers tightly around the guitarists hardness, pumping roughly at a steady 
rhythm. Slash whined in pleasure, his lower lip quivering and his limbs trembling slightly as quick and sharp 


waves of primal lust went up his spine. 


Axl bit his lip, sliding his free hand down his body to untie the laces of his own leathers, shoving them down to 
his knees, his hard dick coming out, met by a wave of heated air. He tensed, a quiet moan spilling from his lips 


as he took himself in his hand, matching his strokes with those he granted Slash. 


As Slash heard Axl's breaths getting cut off, he peeked down through a blinding pleasure surge through 
narrowed eyes, leaning down on one underarm and tilting himself slightly to the side against the back of the 
couch, enveloping Axl's hand with his own, making the redhead whimper with lust and cry softly as he sped the 
strokes up, almost doubling the pace. 


They kissed passionately, tongues pushing against each other, lips bruising as moans and groans slipped out, 
muffled by each others hungry mouths. Slash felt himself falling over the edge, and he had to fight not to 
collapse on top of the older man, leaning his head against the singer's pale, sweat-soaked neck, panting in his 
soft damp hair, smelling of strawberries. He felt Axl catch his cum in his hand, letting the guitarists sticky 
seed slide down his fingers and palm to drip down onto his porcelain stomach, sticking to his ginger pubes. 


Slash forced himself to keep pumping Axl, as the singer brought his cum-covered fingers to his own lips, 
slipping them into his mouth and sucking as he tilted his head, his eyes rolling back and his body arching while 
he came hard. His cum was caught in joined dark and light hands. Slash guided it down Axl's thighs, smearing it 
over any bare skin he could find. Axl liked it that way; liked it wet. 


At last Slash felt his muscles giving out and he slid down on top of Axl, sticky semen and sweat working like 
glue to hold their torsos together, both men still shivering with slight after-shocks. Slash craned his neck to 
kiss Axls lips smoothly, tasting bitterness and that spicy taste that was Axl's own The smell of iron and musk, 
the scent of sex, was heavy in the air, filling their nostrils. 


‘| love you, sweetheart, whispered Slash, sighing contentedly and nuzzling the singer's neck with his nose, spilling 
soft pecks all across his shoulder. 


Axl slid his long fingers up to grace the hickie he marked Slash with, smiling happily to himself. ‘I love you too,’ 


he murmured, closing his eyes and fondly caressing his lover's rich dark curls. 


